Olga, still clinging to Michaud, went on talking about love
and their plans together. He bent over her, and murmured
a few words into her ear.

* I am very sorry/ said she.   (I didn't know you were
with your son.   Why, there's Yvette.   How are you ?  I
didn't notice you at first.'

Yvette reached a hand across the table and said for all to
hear, ignoring a silent appeal from Antoine, who was
afraid of a reprisal:

f I didn't know you were M. Michaud's girl-friend.'

Olga laid a finger on her lips, and turning to Michaud,
said she would go and wait for him at the bar. He nodded
in order to get rid of her, and dropped on to a chair beside
Malinier. Pale, and with beads of sweat on his forehead,
he gazed vacantly round the table. Gradually he recovered
his composure, and took a clearer and even more mortifying
view of his situation. * Let us go,' he said to Antoine.
Yvette tried to protest, but he silenced her by repeating
curtly that he would prosecute her for abduction of a minor.
He then asked if there was anything to pay, but the party
had not yet begun their dinner. They were waiting for
Paul, who had some business in a street near by. He came
in just as Antoine and his father got up to go. He grasped
the situation at first glance, and was not much perturbed.
When Michaud reached the door, he handed him a large
envelope, and, after making himself known, said :

' These are rather important papers concerning Antoine.
You can look them over when you get home.'

Michaud slipped the envelope into the breast pocket of
his jacket and went out, ignoring the cry of anger and
distress which Yvette could not restrain when she saw the
papers disappear into his pocket. Paul shook hands with
Antoine and bowed to his father, who did not respond.

* You had no fight to hand over that money !' stormed
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